more charm than Suzanne Lenglen, but I never happened
to see her play tennis.
It is hard to leave these sketchy reminiscences of
Monte Carlo tennis without mention of the King of
Sweden, a very familiar figure on the courts, especially
at tournament time, during the last decade. His Majesty
seemed to adopt very much the same tactics as I myself,
in my private enjoyment of the game at country houses
in England, amongst my friends and on my own court at
Cagnes-sur-Mer, have adopted over a similar period of
years. In choosing his partner for a men's foursome, the
King selects one of the longest-legged and most energetic
of the younger generation, hands over to him two-thirds
of the court and, selecting the remaining space, in which
an undignified acceleration of action is not probable, plays
such shots as come to him with a certain amount of
undoubted skill. If his partner, flying across the court to
cover the additional territory handed over to him, fails
at any time, there is always the same exclamation, one
upon which only a King would ever have ventured :
" Pity you didn't leave that one to me ! "
However, Anno Domini covers a multitude of minor
irritabilities, and to play in first-class tennis at all at the
age of seventy-five is a feat to be proud of. Somehow
or other, though, I fancy that he will not be seen again on
the Monte Carlo tennis courts.
In mixed foursomes His Majesty's frankly expressed
desire for victory was influenced a little by his penchant
for the other sex. In other words, he chose his partners
for their appearance upon the courts as well as for their
skill. He preferred both if he could get them, though.
The Monte Carlo of today has lost much of its glamour,
owing partly, no doubt, to the withdrawal of its monopoly
for roulette, which may now be played in almost any
casino of France. But to those who knew it at its best,
the memory of it will never perish. It was a land of
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